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Stay With Me 


Author's Notes: 

Nve had this in my head for ages. On October lb, 199b Richie and Melissa both appeared in Eddie Van Halen\'s 
City of Hope All-Star Garage Band, and performed two songs just the two of them (Stay With Me and Get 
Back). And every time | listened to either of them, | got the urge to put them in a fic together. This one is a 
long time in the making. 


There was one fact Richie refused to believe could be disproven, and it was a simple one - there was no 


woman, old or young or fat or thin or sweet or bitchy, he couldn't charm the pants off of. 


And once the pants were off, the shirt and bra and panties didn't really stand up to him all too convincingly 
either. 


This, more than any other truth - more than "the sky is blue" or "humans need to breathe oxygen" or "Jon 


can't hold his liquor" was the ruling aspect of Richie's worldview. 


It wasn't that he didn't welcome attempts to deny it, it was simply that none had ever succeeded. The idea of 


a woman who said "no" at the beginning of the night still saying "no" by the end had just never crossed his 
mind. And because this wasn't a possibility, admitting defeat was a totally foreign concept to him. 


The bandmates might laugh, but the next morning when they were comparing notes, it was clear how beneficial 


this relentless optimism was. 


In 31 years, Richie Sambora had never met a woman he couldn't charm. 


Richie reached over Melissa's shoulder and set a beer bottle down. "Looked like you were running low." 
"You're a saint." 


Richie flopped down across the table and took a swig from his own bottle. "You," he said, pointing the mouth of 
the bottle at her, "have one Hell of a voice." 


‘Oh, well thanks," she grinned. "Of course, | could never screech like your boy Jon - which raises the question, 
which of us has bigger balls?" 


"That's an.interesting..image." 

"You picturing my balls, or his?" 

Richie's brow furrowed and he took another sip. "There's no right way to answer that, is there?" 

"Ah. Smarter than you look, Sambora" 

"Thank God for that, or I'dve forgotten how to breathe long ago," he said with a wink. 

Melissa laughed and took a long swig. "Have you forgotten how to get me more beer?" 

"I think it's your turn to buy." 

Melissa raised her eyebrow. "And what kind of gentleman are you?" 

"The kind who believes in equality. Female empowerment, and all that bullshit. Shed this archaic concept that 
women are unable to buy their own drinks, this is no longer a man's - " Richie's voice steadily rose as he 


talked, his arms waving and drawing the attention of the bar's few scattered patrons. 


‘If | buy, will you shut up?" 


"Absolutely," he said, his arms flopping back into his lap. 


"So its almost six in the morning, and Jon - bare-ass naked - comes stumbling into my room, completely 
fucking wasted. And he starts hollering, demanding to know what the fuck | was doing in his room and who the 
fuck gave me a key and where the fuck were his pants." 

Richie was once again waving his arms, leaned back in his seat so he almost tipped backwards a few times, 
completely unaware of the stares that met his rather awkward imitation of Jon's voice. Melissa was torn 
between being impressed at his ability to keep his balance full of beer the way he was, and wanting to see him 


fall over. 


He'd paused, eyes glowing with the sheer joy of embarrassing his friend who wasn't even there to defend 


himself, clearly waiting for her to coax the rest of the story out of him. Okay, she'd bite. 
"So what'd you tell him?" 


And he was off again. Chair tipped, arms waving, no concept of the volume of his voice - no longer a screechy 


mock-up of drunken Jon's, but simply drunken Richie's. 


- and David took his pants as a prank, and he should go next door to yell at David. OF course, David didn't talk 


to me for a week for springing naked Jon on him like that, but whatever." 

"Why was he naked in the first place?" 

Richie took another sip. "You know, | never asked." 

"So maybe it really was David, and he was just mad at you for ratting him out 
"Honestly? | wouldn't put it past him. 

‘| always pictured Jon as a weepy drunk" 


Richie choked on his drink and burst out laughing, chair rocking forward to once again rest on all four legs. "He 


- nah. Just naked. Always frigging naked. Naked, and hugging, and - it's best to avoid Jon after a few drinks." 
"Good to know." 


They drank in amicable silence, Melissa letting her eyes drift around the bar as she sipped. 


She was looking at him. Little glances over the top of her beer bottle, disguised to look like she was just 
passing over him as she surveyed the rest of the bar. 


Oldest trick in the book 
"So what kind of drunk are you?" he asked, leaning over the table. 
Melissa shrugged. "Not sure | have a ‘type’, really. Depends who l'm drinking with. You?" 


‘Same. So what kind of drunk are you based on present company?" He leaned further over the table, grinning 


that grin that usually sealed the deal right there. 
"Laying it on a little thick there, aren‘tcha Sambora?" 


That didn't quite sound like a sealed deal. Hm. He leaned back and slung his arm over the back of the chair, 
shrugging and taking a sip as he reformulated his game plan. 


"Was 1?" He winked. "You must be clouding my judgement” 

Melissa choked and laughed, nearly dropping her beer. Richie frowned - that one never failed 
"So does anyone ever buy this crap?" 

"| - uh. Yeah, actually" 


"Good Lord, Sambora. You're something else. Thanks for the laugh." She leaned over and patted him on the back, 
then finished her beer and stood up. "Need another?" 


"Wait, but - uh, yeah. Sure." 

Melissa frowned. "Wait. You were serious?" 

That was a new one. "Uh, yeah." 

He looked so lost she struggled to bite back the rising laughter. "Rich. You do know I'm gay, don't you?" 
"Huh?" 


This had better be the alcohol he'd had, because no one was that dumb. She patted his back again. "You just 
think on that a few minutes, I'll get drinks." 


The bar had filled up over the course of their conversation, and it looked like it was gonna be a fight to get 
the bartender's attention. Wonderful. She leaned against the bar, glancing back at Richie. 


His brow was furrowed in concentration - maybe trying to figure out how he'd missed the "this is a dyke" 
signs - and for the first time she noticed he didn't look all that good. It was easy to miss when he was 
laughing and making fun of Jon, when he was on stage, but he looked..shabby. Bloated, and tired, and. just 
shabby. 

Melissa sighed and turned to glance over the liquor bottles behind the bartender. 

She was gonna need something a lot stronger than beer before the night was over. 

"So was | your first guy?" Richie grinned, sitting up in bed. 


Melissa rolled her eyes and continued the hunt for her shirt. "Feel free to think that all you want, Sambora’ 


"| think | threw it somewhere near the desk" He leaned back against the pillows and stretched, watching her 


tug on her shirt and gather the rest of her things with a satisfied smirk. 


Another eye roll and she leaned down to kiss him quickly, breath sharp with the smell of tequila And then she 


was gone, and Richie rolled out of bed to take a shower. 


31 years, and he'd never met a woman he couldn't charm. 


